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weak point was his age. He seemed far too young
to fit the Sonnets and the generally accepted dating
of them. However, his right to the tide 'Mr. W. H.'
was as good as that of some of his rivals, and I
hoped that a little research would put him above them
all.
But this did not happen. Try as I might I could not
find a single thing more about him, so after revising
and typing my manuscript, I regretfully left it.
Other books of the period claimed my attention
for nearly two years, but I could not forget William
Harbert. Like so much that belongs to Shakespeare's
life, he was wrapped in mystery, and like so many
others who have tried to unwind the wrappings, I was
sometimes in danger of becoming entangled in them
myself. Shakespeare has, I suppose, made more people
daft than any other mortal. During these years I read
about some of them and met others. But they had lost
themselves in trying to prove that Shakespeare was
Bacon, or the Earl of Oxford, or the son of Queen
Elizabeth, whereas I was trying to prove that Mr.
William Harbert was Mr. W. H. Slight as the differ-
ence between our efforts was, I hoped that it would
save me. Even so, I would never have persisted in mine
had I been a realist or an acceptor of other people's
theories. The great glory (and danger) of Shakespeare
is that he requires one to be neither.